THE   NEW   MONGOLIA

rivulets, the soft, dusty road absorbing the noise of the
wheels and the sound of the horses' hooves. The sun
rose higher and higher., and the heat, combined
with the rocking motion of the cart, sent me to
sleep. I was awakened by a terrific rain-storm. In
Mongolia it does not rain often, but when it does
it rains "cats and dogs." We were wet to the skin
within a few minutes, the water was rushing down in
torrents from the surrounding hills, and the Buengol
river, which lay in our path, became so swollen that
we were only just able to cross it. The trouble was
that the Buengol had many twists and turns and
the crossing had to be repeated several times. Mean-
while the cloudburst continued, and my Russian
fellow-travellers5 load of goods was beginning to fall
to pieces, in addition to which the water absorbed
by the goods made them so heavy that the horses were
hardly able to pull the carts.

However, even through the watery veil of the
rain we could discern the outlines of Uliasutai and
all our depression vanished in a moment. To com-
plete our happiness the rain suddenly stopped and
the sun smiled once more over the soaked landscape.
On the outskirts of the city we parted from the two
Russians, and Bobrov and I drove on to the house
of Silov, Bobrov's partner, where we began to
unload the 65 pound sacks of Russian, silver coins.

Bobrov and Silov withdrew to their office to
discuss their business affairs, while I went round the
house inquiring of the employees after the where-
abouts of Burdukov, Beziazikov's debtor, to whom
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